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simpleton calculating upon? He has already told us he is
past fifty."
I have indeed lived nominally fifty years, but deduct out
of them the hours which I have lived to other people, and
not to myself, and you will find me still a young fellow.
For that is the only true Time, which a man can properly
call his own, that which he has all to himself; the rest,
though in some sense he may be said to live it, is other
people's Time, not his. The remnant of my poor days,
long or short, is at least multiplied for me threefold. My
ten next years, if I stretch so far, will be as long as any
preceding thirty. *Tis a fair rule-of-three sum.
A fortnight has passed since the date of my first com-
munication. At that period I was approaching to tran-
quillity, but had not reached it. I boasted of a calm indeed,
but it was comparative only. Something of the first flutter
was left; an unsettling sense of novelty; the dazzle to
weak eyes of unaccustomed light. I missed my old chains,
forsooth, as if they had been some necessary part of my
apparel. I was a poor Carthusian, from strict cellular
discipline suddenly by some revolution returned upon the
world. I am now as if I had never been other than my
own master. It is natural to me to go where I please, to do
what I please. I find myself at eleven o'clock in the day
in Bond Street, and it seems to me that I have been
sauntering there at that very hour for years past. I digress
into Soho, to explore a book-stall. Methinks I have been
thirty years a collector. There is nothing strange nor new
in it. I find myself before a fine picture in the morning.
Was it ever otherwise? What is become of Fish Street
Hill? Where is Fenchurch Street? Stones of old Mincing
Lane, which I have worn with my daily pilgrimage for
six-and-thirty years, to the footsteps of what toil-worn
clerk are your everlasting flints now vocal? I indent the
gayer flags of Pall Mall. It is 'Change time, and I am
strangely among the Elgin marbles. It was no hyperbole
when I ventured to compare the change in my condition
to a passing into another world. Time stands still in a